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the kyng hymselfe coude nat witholde his regardyng of her,
for he thought that he never sawe before, so noble, nor so
fayre a lady: he was stryken therewith to the hert, with a
sparcle of fyne love, that endured longe after; he thought no
lady in the worlde so worthy to be beloved as she.   Thus they
entred into the castell, hande in hande; the lady ledde hym
first into the hall, and after into the chambre, nobly aparelled;
the kyng regarded so the lady that [s]he was abasshed: at last
he went to a wyndo to rest hym, and so fell in a gret study.
The lady went about to make chere to the lordes and knyghtes
that were ther, and commaunded to dresse the hall for dyner:
whan she had al devysed and commaunded, thane she came
to the kyng with a mery chere, who was in a gret study, (and
she sayd) Dere syr, why do ye study so? for, your grace nat
dyspleased, it aparteyneth nat to you so to do: rather ye
shulde make good chere and be joyfull, seyng ye have chased
away your enmies, who durst nat abyde you: let other men
study for the remynant   Than the kyng sayd, A! dere lady,
knowe for trouthe, that syth I entred into the castell, ther is
a study come to my mynde, so that I can nat chuse but to
muse; nor I can nat tell what shall fall thereof; put it out of
my herte I can nat  A! sir, quoth the lady, ye ought alwayes
to make good chere, to confort therwith your peple: god hath
ayded you so in your besynes, and hath gyven you so great
graces, that ye be the moste [re]douted and honoured prince in
all christendome; and if the kyng of scottes have done you >
any dyspyte or damage, ye may well amende it whan it shall
please you, as ye have done dyverse tymes or this.   Sir, leave
your musyng and come into the hall, if it please you, your dyner
is all redy. A! fayre lady, quoth the kyng: other thynges lyeth
at my hert that ye knowe nat of: but surely the swete behavyng,
the perfyt wysedom, the good grace, noblenes, and exellent
beauty that I se in you, hath so sore surprised my hert, that
I can nat but love you, and without your love I am but deed.
Than the lady sayde, A! ryght noble prince, for goddessake
mocke nor tempt me nat: I can nat byleve that it is true that
je say, nor that so noble a prince as ye be, wold thynke to
dyshonour me, and my lorde, my husbande, who is so valyant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